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A CALENDAR. 


22nd 


To-day be every fault forgiven 
Of him in whom we joy, 

We take, with thanks, the gold of Heaven, 

And leave the earth’s alloy. 

Be ours his music as of spring, 

His sweetness as of flowers, 

The songs the bard himself might sing 
In holier ears than ours. 

Sweet airs of love and home, the hum 
Of household melodies 
Come singing, as the robins come 
To sing in door-yard trees. 

And heart to heart, two nations lean, 

No rival wreaths to twine, 

But blending in eternal green 
The holly and the pine ! 99 

St. Mary Magdalene. Add verse of hymn as above. 

All loving souls who falter, and fear to venture nigh 
To Jesus ever-merciful, whose name is Purity, 

May think of Mary Magdalene, and joining in her tears, 
a* fnrHi fn P-lad obedience of life in future years. 


23 rd. 

24th. 

25th. St. James. Collect, Epistle and Gospel. See printed hymn 
St. Christopher. 

We praise for giant Christopher, who learned to serve the Lord 
By bearing many pilgrims across a dangerous ford, 

Then heard a voice beseeching, one wintry night and wild, 

And through the turbid water, carried the Holy Child. 

26th. — St. Anne. Add verse to hymn as above. 

Recall we now the mother of Mary, maiden mild, 

St. Anne so greatly blessed, by favour to her child : 

God grant our daughters courage, at duty not to quail, 

But look on all the Lord’s demands, as angels saying 1 Hail ! ’ 
27th.— 31st. 


AUNT MAI’S BUDGET. 


By Mrs. F. Steinthal. 

My Dear Children I was so very sorry I disappointed 
you last month. I went away from home for ten days, and 
had only time to write out one list of competitors for sewing 
prizes. This, together with three post cards sent at the same 
time, never reached their destination, and have not yet been 
traced. In future, I promise you to be much more particular, 
so that such a dreadful thing can never happen again. Will 
you all notice this month how many different birds you see 
and hear on the ioth, from morning to night, and will you 
send me your lists ? 

Your loving 

Auntie Mai. 


Little Cooks. 

Cold Fish. Quarter plateful. Clean it from bones. Put 
butter in pan, warm it over fire, add little broth, mix all the 
time, and add a little milk. Put fish into pan when on fire, 
cook all together, boil short time, then put lid on, and boil 
half-hour on slow fire. When quite ready, before it is served, 
a( Jd little lemon, pepper and salt. 

Cold Mutton and Sauce. Warm up mutton, but not boil, 
an d just before serving, pour sauce over it. spoon u 

fat , and one of flour over fire, stir till it gets brown, but no 
a dark colour. Then pour into broth left from mutton, an 
a dd a little water, also a little broth from soup. 1 8 
to ° ^ick, add more broth, then boil one hour. At t e las 
rn °ment put in capers, two teaspoonfuls, an a 

vinee-ar 
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July. 


S ^°'^ e h ^d Woom! antS Wi " 

Trseraniums, lobelias, and other creeping and dwarf 

, r^nst be pegged down to keep them in place. Weed 
P ths and flowerbeds. If the weather is hot and dry, water 
Wlv night and morning, especially recently planted flowers. 
Take 3 up tulips and other bulbs not already lifted, and be 
;areful not to break off the seedling bulbs, which ought to be 
allowed to adhere to the parent bulb till quite dry and ripe 
enough to be planted separately in early autumn. 

Snip off withered leaves and flowers, except when the 
blooms are being saved for seed. Peg down pinks and 
carnations so as to produce early pipings for striking. This 
is a good month to make cuttings of hardy roses. In fact 
with care, almost anything will grow now. Geraniums, 
fuschias, etc., that have bloomed indoors all winter, should 
now be cut down, the slips struck, and old plants either 
thrown away or planted in the flower bed to make new 
shoots for another season. Some gardeners replant now the 
bulbs taken up in May, but that is only when space admits. 
When bedding out do not plant too close, but allow space 
for growth. Arrange so that your colours blend or contrast. 
Asters, zinnias, and ten -week stocks may be pricked out, 
shade well from the sun for some days, and water well. 

Liquid manure is a great help to rose trees, drench the 
roots early in the morning several times a week while 
blooming. Remember to destroy all grubs and caterpillars, 
and tidy up daily. In spare corners begin to sow seeds ot 
various perennials, also some of the later annuals, for if we 
do not have frosts, sweet peas and mignonette often bloom 
till November. 


Competitions. 

The sailor skirts this month arc exceedingly well sewn and 

ms ed. Ihe judge declared, after inspecting them, that all 

ere excellent, and that it was most difficult to decide on the 
tour best. 

ine Kitching, Dora Wallis and Audrey Story sent very 
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nice flannel petticoats last month, and T 
Wood sent all the underclothing. ’ Edith and Kathie 

have sent very good and well-written answl* Iubert Fraser 
in Aunt Mai’s letter in May. rs to tFe question 


Girls. Class I. Age u to 14. Evelyn D v 
Agnes Toller, 13, have won the prizes this J,nS ‘V and 
Adamson, 12, Agnes Toller. ,7 vtau-u T. nth - Jenn 


ie 


Adamson, 12, Agnes Toller, 13, Edith F th> 

Gordon, 12, Joan Tindall, n, Mary Newman’ ’ ? aud 
Rendel, 11, Gertrude Madden, 14, Maud Baxter’ r’, 3 \r Leila 

Allen H, Dorothy Fox, Marguerite Doweling T' 
Charlotte Casement, 12. vul "g» 14, 

G,rls Class II. Age ,o and under. Books have been 
sent to Dorothy Senior, 9, and Dorothy Yeo 7 Dunfnr Jr 
Dorothy Yeo, 7 , Dorothy Hannan, 6, Kathl^'c® w 8 tme 
Penrose, 8, Rhoda W. Goddard, 9, Iole MacDonnell 10 
Jennett Backhouse, 10, Christabel Dennison, 9 Hilda 
Spafford, 10, Emmie Wilson, 10, Helen Dyke 9’ Cicely 
Cholmondely, 8, Hilda Whitfield, 9, Helen Boyd, 9, Ruth 
lurner, 10, Cicely Foster, 9, Maude Spielman,’ 10’, May 
Vernon, 9, Mildred Layard, 10, Joan Newman, 10, Margaret 
Lawrence, 9, Beatrice Marsh, 6, Winnie Robertson, 7, Doris 
Robson, 10, have sent very good work. 

In July please make the sailor blouse. In August and 
September there will be no competition, as all the members 
ha\ e worked splendidly this year and deserve a thorough 
holiday. 


Reading Club. 

Eois I oote and Roberta Baxter continue to send thoughtful 
Papers. Ihe notice of the Club was unfortunately lost last 
month, together with the sewing lists. It is evidently 
difficult to get papers unless I offer prizes. We will, 
* ere fore, for the rest of this year suggest a book for each 

month, which will make a welcome addition to any girl’s 
hbrary. 

I his month, read “ History of King Arthur (i/-)> Walter 
1 This book was certainly not written this centun , 

A , r Ut as ^is edition was so ably revised by Sir Thomas 

hool s’ 7 ‘ n l886, k can be added t0 thiS y6ar S C0lleCtl ° n 0t 


V 0L. v.^ 


v -no. 5. 


2c 
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AMOREL AMONG 1HE ELVES. 

By the Author of “ One Springtime." 


NIGHT after night, therefore, Amorel looked ou at the sky ; 
until at last, she saw what she took to be a lovely cloud, 
such’ as one sees at sunset ; first pearl, then rose, then opal ; 
but as she watched, she perceived that it was no cloud, but 
the gauzy robe of a Fairy, changing colour in the light of the 

moon. . 

« Fairy ! Fairy ! ” she cried, “ Come, do come and 

help me!” 

And the Fairy at once floated into her prison chamber, 
just as though there had been no grating to keep her out. 
Her figure cast a radiance on the dark stone wall like the 
reflection of a rainbow. 

“ You want me to make you small, like a bee, or butterfly ? 
Is not that it r ” she asked. 

“ Yes ! ” replied Amorel, wondering how she knew. 

“ Very well. But fairy gifts are not to be had for nothing. 
You must do something for them ; that is the rule/' 

Amorel replied that she would be glad to do what she 
could. 


“ Listen, then,” continued the Fairy. “ I am tired of sleep- 
ing in flower-bells, they are too stuffy ; I want a hammock 
that I can hang on a rose briar. It must be light, so that I 
can carry it from place to place ; it must be bright and 
golden, for I cannot bear anything shabby or commonplace ; 
it must be soft, for 1 am not accustomed to hard beds. If 
)ou will make me such a hammock, before the moon reaches 
er third quarter, you shall have the boon you desire/’ So 
saying she disappeared. 

But how about material for the manufacture of the ham- 
mock r Where was Amorel, shut up in prison, to find 
any hing dainty enough to suit a Fairy’s whim r 
yi ^thinking, thinking, and never went to sleep, 
and t rou ^ t no cou nsel, but when the morning came, 

the winr/* 111 • 1£ / 1 m ° Untec * high enough to dart his ray in at 
them shiiT’ U n 11 UP ° n two thin g s in the dark cel1 and made 


was the glazed earthen porringer ; the 
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other was Amorel’s hair ; which fell about her nu 
golden, soft and bright. She sprang up from he * mantle " 
inspiration came to her ; this was the ve - ^ 3S the 


wanting just what the Fairy had descrTbe^/lfh ^ W&S 
make the hammock of her own hair. he would 

She at once began to pull it out one hair - r 
this was such a painful process that she had toeive S bU ‘ 
Permit me. Permit me I will be your barber ' - cried 
the little Mouse ; and with h,s sharp teeth he separated tress 
after tress until Amorel had enough. 

Then she set about weaving it into a net, but either the 
hairs were too fine or her fingers too large ; she made a sad 
tangle of it. 

“ Dear, dear!” cried the Spider. “That will never do 
Let me show you.” He set her a pattern, and taught her 
how to work by it. “ Though nobody ever showed me,” he 
said. “ I have an ingenious disposition. I do not require to 
be taught everything.” 

Amorel did not find it easy work ; and when she had spoilt 
the third net, she was inclined to give up in despair. 

“ Give up !” cried her teacher. “Why, how absurd that 
would be ! Then all the time you have spent is wasted. 
You must keep on trying. It will come all at once.” And it 
did. The fourth hammock was perfect — soft, elastic, shining. 

The fairy, when she came, was much pleased with it. 
“ You have well earned your boon,” she said to Amorel, 
u and you shall have it. Here are two seeds from the 
flowering bracken, a magic plant. Use one and keep the 
other. ” So saying*, she wound the hammock about her, like 
a silken scarf, and vanished. 

Amorel looked at the little brown seeds, and wondered 
what she was to do next, when one of them moved in her 
hand, and spoke : 

“If you want to change your size, 

Swallow me and shut your eyes. 

Amorel put the seed into her mouth (it was so tin) th 
s he feared at first that she had not swallowed it , tien 
s hut her eyes, and immediately fell into a deep *k ep. 

When she awoke she found herself on the woo en g 
s he was about the size of a butterfly, but she ha no wi ^ 
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She walked through the bars on to the projecting stone- 
work and called to her friends outside. They all gathered 
round her much pleased with the change in her appearance. 

The Swallow told her to get on his back, and he would fly 
with her to the woods ; the Bee offered to accompany them, 
and carry refreshment for the journey ; and the Toad-flax 
gave her an elegant green mantle, with a pinkish-purple 
lining, suitable for a woodland elf. 

Amorel sprang on to the Swallow’s back, and off they 
went ; she holding on to his purple neck-feathers with one 
hand,’ and waving the other to the three friends who called 
good-bye from the Tower. 

It was a delightful ride in the fresh morning air, and from 
time to time the Bee gave her drops of honey from her own 
mouth. She was quite sorry when they reached the forest ; 
and the Swallow set her down at the foot of a beech tree. 
She laid her face against his tawny cheek to thank him, 
while she apologised to the kind bustling Bee for taking 
up so much of her busy day. “No matter,” cried she, “ I 
shall make it up ! ” and her many words of parting grew 
fainter and fainter on the breeze, as she flew away. 

Left alone Amorel sat down on a convenient toadstool to 
look about her. 


The world seemed very large after her long confinement in 
the narrow cell. “ And, oh ! how beautiful it all is ! ” she 
said to herself, “ I was forgetting everything, shut up there. 
1 remembered the sky, so deep and so blue ; but I had for- 
gotten how green the leaves look against it ; and the red 
ground under the beeches ; and the sunlight on their trunks ; 

t e delightful dewy smell — it would be impossible to 
imagine that!" 


She sat quite still, for her eyes and her heart were full. 

• y ln ^ ^ vas around her ; the trees and the sea were 
she rnni t U6t to ^ et ^ er > their low voices so much alike that 
heard a * sca ’ xe Y tell one from the other. All at once she 
Elf-bov h 1111 *’ ° S °kbing > an d looking down, she saw a tiny 

ZtZn Tefet “ d sMdi "* ° f 

do shed. H tae 0rdy hind of tears which Elves ever 

might have Lln'taTe^f ' ^ S ° ^ &S a dra 2 on - fly ’ or v he 
dress of g ree n anrl ' i ° ne ’ Wlth hls £ auzy wings, his 
gold, and a feather from a blue-jay’s 
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on her lap, and asked 
my dewdrop ! ” he wep t . „ has go „ e 


This 
its fine 
“ gone 


wing in his cap 
him what was amiss. 

“ My dewdrop ! 

Nowhere ! ” 

nowhere/’ 1 '' 16 " ‘ h6 ^ ^ 

Amorel kissed and comforted him anrl .i 
eyes were dry he had fallen asleep o n her knee ^ 

n,us, have dozed, for the next thing she was 
the sound of singing and silvery lauvhter • th* 
high, and the Elves were al, on, dancYng ' T 
and out they flew, performing the same figures as the swarm 
of gnats, which you may watch any hot day in summer 
but these little creatures shone like jewels, emerald, ruby’ 
sapphire, among the trees. y> 

Amorel’s Elf-boy ran out from among them to seize her 
hand and draw her into the ciance. So long as they kept on 
the sward, she was as light and nimble as any, but when they 
rose up into the air she felt the want of wings. Seeing this, 
they caught her up, and carried her with them ; sometimes 
dropping her on the soft moss, sometimes tossing her high 
up in the air and catching her again. It was a delightful 
hall ! At last a mischievous sprite flew with her to the top 
°f a great elm, set her down on a bough, and left her there. 

he W as not dismayed ; she liked to look down on the moon- 
lit scene, and see the white waves rocking the world to sleep. 

I he Princess had a happy life in the woods ; so happy that 
she might have forgotten all about the past, and have become 
a rea * Elf-maiden. But one day a strange thing happened. 
It was a lovely September morning; such weather as the wee 
People like for washing day ; and Amorel had been busy since 
sunrise, helping* to hang out silken smocks on every bush and 
briar. About noon, when they were all ready for their sleep, a 
8 r eat disturbance took place. Two little Elves, who had been 
) hig on the outskirts, brought the news that the forest was 
eing cut down. Never was such a flutter known ! Ihey all 
in a swarm to the spot, and Amorel followed as fast as 
she could. Now there is nothing the Elves resent so much 
as the cutting down of a tree : it is the thing they never 
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r . So ’ u may imagine their anger, when they found 
*2 not one tree, but many, had already been felled. The 
woodcutters were working in gangs under taskmasters who 
Tve them no time for rest. It seemed clear that the fores, 
was to he laid low as soon as possible. The indignant l„tle 
creatures settled on the workers, and gave them no peace; 
they were bitten, pinched, and plagued in every possible way, 
without knowing whence the torment came ; then the over- 
seers beat them for working badly. 

Amorel watched these things with wide-open eyes ; and 
when she heard the cry of the labourers, a strange feeling 
came over her ; the careless, sunny Elf-life seemed to melt 
away ; the walls of her prison closed round her again ; and she 
felt all the suffering of the old time ; and the cruelty of her 
uncle who was now King in her place. 

“ Oh, my people, my poor people ! ” she cried, and threw 
herself down on the turf weeping bitter tears. 

All this time she had had no news from the city ; band* 
of merry-makers never came to the woods, as they had done 
in her father’s time; dark-browed men had come in twos and 
threes, under cover of the night ; but the Elves had skipped 
away from these as fast as possible, and Amorel had gone 
with them. Now she lingered early and late near the wood 
cutters, and listened to their complaining. Thus she learnt, 
that since her uncle had begun to reign, there had been 
nothing but sorrow. The King did not like fresh air, nor 
light, nor freedom ; all the gardens and trees were done away 
with, high walls were built, and fortifications, and strong 
places ; and the people had to work all day long at quarry- 
ing stone and building. There were no holidays now, nor 
merry-makings ; nothing but oppression and sadness. So 
angry men gathered together in the forest, and plotted to 
<1 the king. This the king had found out, and now he 
was going to cut down all the trees, and build a huge castle, 
large enough to put a nation in prison. 

Now it is the sign of a real Queen that she cannot be 
aii^tB " 6n ,^ er su hj e cts are miserable; not though she has 
suns ine and flowers in the world. Her uncle was 

thf^trn ei "’ S ° 6 n0t Care how the P e °ple felt, but Amorel, 
sat som 1 n ’n C °u^ n0t nor dance any more. She 

u a the da y lon g ; and the Elves were much 
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vexed with hen “ She would spoil the best weather that 
ever was made, they said, crying like that. She was nnt 
a proper Elf ; she was only human after all ! ” and the 
cared no longer to have her amongst them. (For Elves 
have no hearts. If a heart grows in an Elf he either turns 
human or dies). 

One day, as she sat apart, Amorel saw the whole of the 
Elves gathered together, flying round in dense circles, like 
bees swarming, while they sang a mocking, elfish song. 
She crept in amongst them, and to her great astonishment, 
found in the midst of the circle, the false King, her uncle! 
Fie had come to see how the wood-cutting was going on ; and 
they had caught him, and made him prisoner. The King did 
not know whose captive he was, nor who was singing about 
his ears ; he did not believe in Elves, consequently he could 
not see them. He thought that the witches had got hold of 
him, and he trembled with fear. 

When they had finished singing, his captors held a council, 
to decide what was to be done with him, to punish him for 
cutting down their forest. 

“ He is very fond of stone,” said one, “ let us make a 
stone tree of him ! ” And all the others shrieked with delight. 

They bore him away to a place where a tall tree stood on 
rising ground, overlooking the sea ; the woodcutters had 
lopped off the branches, and cut off the crown ; so that it 
looked already like a bare pillar of stone. On top of this 
they set the king ; there was just room for him to stand with 
both his feet close together. Then they joined hands, and 
flew round and round him, singing in soft monotonous 

cadence : 

“ Let him alone, 

He’ll turn into stone.” 

over and over again. . 

At first the King tossed his arms about, §f es 1CU , 
wildly ; but soon they dropt by his side motion ess , a 
his head turned, as he tried to watch the circling g • 
presently his head was still, and only his e y es m0 
these, too, became fixed, and he was done lor. 

Ihe tree and the man were one pillar o bton ^’ , Pillar 

Then the Elves Hen- away ; and Amorel stood by the P.llar, 

looking and pondering. 
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At last— “I must go back to my people now,” she said, 
“ and they shall be happy once more.” 

She then took the remaining seed of the bracken-flower, 
and held it in her hand. This seed, like the other, spoke^ 

and said . I( ^ ^ ou want a Q ueen to be 

Shut your eyes and swallow me.” 

So she swallowed the seed, and fell into a deep sleep, as 
before; and when she awoke, she was a tall, beautiful queen. 

There was great rejoicing, when she returned to her 
kingdom. She and her people soon had the stone prisons 
pulled down, and gardens planted in their place; and 
everybody had time to wander in the fields and woods, and 
enjoy themselves. 

She was a good queen. But she, and her city, and her 
people have long since passed away. 

Fields of yellow colza, red clover, and blue flax-flower 
cover the spot where her palace once stood. The trees of the 
forest have all died down, and new ones been planted ; which 
are now trimmed into such shape that the place looks like a 
great hop-garden. 

Only the sea is the same ; and in sight of the long, white 
waves, on a rising ground, stands a tall, smooth pillar of 
granite. 

ihe people of the country call it a Menhir. They say that 
it has been always there, from the beginning of the world ; 
and there it will always remain ; for no one can dig deep 

en< r'h^ t0 r ° 0t U ^' n ° man knows how it came there, 

e sea knows. Ihe sea has many secrets; and most of 
em it 'eeps. But one day, last summer, as I sat by the 
s ore, it told me this ; and I have told no one but you. 

Z. A. E. N. 


BOOKS. 


Lady Isabel Margesson is so well known to the readers of the Parents' 
Review , that it is only necessary to mention this book and its author 
to ensure a large demand for it. It is practical and suggestive 

Hand Gymnastics , by Ridley Prentice, author of “The Musician” 
{is. 6 d.), Novello, Ewer cSr Co. Every teacher of the pianoforte should 
buy this little book, and train their pupils to practice the exercises ten 
minutes every day. Mr. Prentice observes that a few gymnastics every 
day are worth more than half-an -hour’s practice twice a week. Mr. 
Prentice’s aim is to sketch out a course of gymnastics, so complete, 
that the various sets of muscles in the wrist, the hand, the lingers, and 
to a certain extent in the arm also, should receive due development. 
Many music students develope some weakness in linger, hand, or arm, 
owing to excessive practice at the key board, and are compelled to rest. 

Is there no remedy for this? Mr. Prentice answers Yes, the hand 
should undoubtedly be subjected to a simple, yet scientific, course of 
gymnastic exercise before any attempt is made at playing, and this 
training should be persevered in afterwards, during the years of musical 
study.” 

Each exercise is well drawn, and most explicit directions are given. 

The Musician . by Ridley Prentice, is. each, in six grades, Swan, 
Sonnenschein & Co., is a most suggestive book. A course of pieces 
for children, beginning with the simplest, is given, and a short analytical 
study is made of each, to enable the little pianist to understand and 
play his piece intelligently. The pupils thus gain a knowledge of the 
general plan on which music is written, also of the details of phrasing 
and rythm, which cause increased interest in their work, and therefore 
more rapid progress. 

The following list indicates the first piece in each successi\e gra e. 

Grade I. — Melody, No i, ‘Album’ Op. 68. Schumann. 

Grade II.— Rondo in C, Op. 51, No. 1. Beethoven . 

Grade III.- Sonata in G, Op. 14. No. 2 Beethoven- 

Grade IV.— Sonata in B fiat (No. to, Colte). Mozart. 

Grade V. — Sonata in Aflat, Op. 26. Beethoven. 

Grade VI. — Andanta and Ronde Capriccioso. 1 en t 


Oear Editor,— I n my last letter I referred t0 /^^of "members of 
?orum which seemed to me worthy of the atttn 10 eas jjy to be 
he P.N.E.U., and regretted that the maga ^ f n ^ a r * ader s most kindly 
Stained in English libraries. Thereupon one y Oscar 

u — r ii • tn (Teb-)» anci 


me hpr 


